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LADY ELIZABETH WHITBREAD. 


| Figs ELIZABETH WHITBREAD is the daughter 
of the late, and sister to the present, Earl Grey. Her 
ladyship was the third of nine children, by Elizabeth, dangh- 
ter of George Grey, of Southwick, in the county of Durham, 
Esquire. Was born April 7th, 1765, and married January 


18th, 1780, at the early age of fifteen, the late Samuel Whit- 


bread, Esq. Member of Parliament for Bedford. 

Lady Elizabeth’s father, Charles Grey, the first Earl Grey, 
was born October 23d, 1720; knight of the military order 
of the Bath, a general in the army, colonel of the third 
regimentof dragoons, and governor of Guernsey. His lord- 
ship was aid-de-camp to Prince Ferdinand, at the battle of 
Minden, in which he was wounded; served at the relief of 
Ostend and Nieuport, in 1793; commander-in-chief in the 
West Indies at the reduction of Martinique, St. Lucie, and 
Guadalope. In 1781 he was created Baron Grey de Howick; 
and in April, 1806, was farther advanced to the dignities of 
Viscount Howick, and Earl Grey. His lordship married 
June 8th, 1762, Elizabeth Grey, as aforesaid, by whom he 
had issue seven sons, and two daughters, The earl deceasing 
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November 14th, 1807, was succeeded by his eldest son, 
Charles, the present earl. 

Lady Elizabeth, the eldest daughter, whose unfortunate 
widowhood created, and stili continues to create, such 
universal regret and commiseration, from the much-lamented 
circumstance which ovcasioned it, has ever been esteemed 
and distinguished for her domestic virtaes, affability of tem- 
per, and polite demeanour to all ranks and conditions, 
Trained, as her ladyship was, by parents whose greatest 
felicity was the enjoyment of domestic comforts under their 
own retired roof at Fallowden House, and of dispensing 
their bounteous charities to all deserving objects in the 
immediate vicinity of their hospitable mansion, it was not 
to be wondered at, that Lady Elizabeth imbibed those prin- 
ciples of true rectitude of conduct, which have ever since 
distinguished her progress through life. Although she en- 
tered into the state of matrimony at so early an age as fifteen, 
a time when the human mind is almost too infantine to as- 
certain its natural bias, yet, even at that period, her lady- 


ship— 


“ Threw dewn the sampler, and took up the woman.” __, 
GoLpsMITH., 





She not only assumed the appearance of stability, but . 


her practice was, in every respect, conformable to her 
seeming. After enjoying connubial happiness upwards of 
thirty-five years, with uninterrapted felicity, in the bosom 
of an amiable family, surrounded and visited by a numerous 
circle of relatives and friends, equally emulous to shew their 
esteem and attachment— 


“ In a moment, in the twinkling of an eye,” 


early on the morning of Thursday, July 6th, 1815, the hand 
of Heaven fell heavy on this sorrow-doomed lady, and, till 
this awful era, happy family. Such, however, was the Di- 
vine will! At a moment, when their felicity exceeded all 
human ken—at a moment——but we forbear the repetition 
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of a catastrophe which would only serve to revive the 
wounded feelings of our readers. 


De mortuis nil, nisi bonum. 


Since the decease of Mr. Whitbread, Lady Elizabeth has 
continued to reside principally at one or the other of her 
country seats, where her relatives and numerous friends occa- 
sionally vie with each other in rendering her ladyship, and her 
youngest daughter, Emma Laura, every consoling comfort 
cheerful society can afford; and where Lady Elizabeth her- 
self continues to distribute her useful charities to the aged 
and indigent in her neighbourhood, with the same bounteous 
hand as usual. Lady Elizabeth has two sons, and two 
daughters. Her eldest daughter, Elizabeth, was born De- 
cember 21st, 1791, (married August 10th, 1812, the Ho- 
nourable William Waldegrave, Captain in the Royal Navy, 
representative in Parliament for the borough of Bedford, 
son of George, fourth Earl of Waldegrave, and heir pre- 
sumptive to the Earldom of Waldegrave) her eldest son> 
William, was born January 4th, 1795; Samuel Charles, 
February 16th, 1796; and, lastly, Emma Laura, January 
19th, 1798. 

Lady Elizabeth’s sister, Hannah, born April 24th, 1785, 
married, first, August 24th, 1807, Captain Bettesworth, of 
the Tartar frigate, who was unfortunately killed in endea- 
vouring to cut out one of the enemy’s East Indiamen, from 
off Bergen, May 25th, 1808; and, secondly, October 30th, 
1809, Edward Ellice, Esquire. 

Mr. Whitbread’s sister, Mary, married, July, 1795, Sir 
George Grey, Bart. (brother of Earl Grey) Captain of the 
Royal Charlotte Yacht, and resident commissioner at Ports- 
mouth Dock ‘Yard. A..P, 
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THE TOMB OF AMESTRIS; 
A PERSIAN TALE. 








THE HISTORY OF ANEPHIS, SURNAMED THE HAPPY. 
(Concluded from page 260.) 


——— Soe 


ANepuis, admitted to the king, thus resumed his narratiye., 
You have seen, sire, how I lost the magic sceptre and the 
heart of Rozelis, by inconsiderately engaging myself to de- 
liver the beautiful Lazunie from an enchantment in a crystal 
column. Seeing my rose scattered, and on the point of be- 
ing lost in the golden cloud, I fell lifeless at the feet of 
Lazunie. 1 know not how long I remained in this state; 
but, on recovering the use of my senses, I saw Lazunie tran- 
quilly seated on the trunk of a tree near me; she was still 
more beautiful than when seen across the purest crystal. I 
contemplated her in silent admiration; for her beanty is 
incomparable. At the same time, I could not help thinking 
her calmness, and indifference to her liberator, strange. 
At last she spoke to enquire of my health. The surprise 
that this question excited, and particularly the icy tone in 
which it was made, prevented my answering. Lazunie, 
after a short pause, questioned me again—Where shall we 
dine? This very sensible interrogation did, in truth, em- 
barrass me.—l’rom this time, deprived of the assistance of 
Rozelis, I could not conceive how we should leave the de- 
sert. I looked around me; and, seeing wild fruits, went to 
gather some, and brought them to my beautiful companion. 
Afterwards, I begged her to give me an account of her life; 
to which she consented ; for she has as much good nature as 
indolence and ingenuousness. But her recital was so con- 
fused, that all I could comprehend was, that an enchantress, 
her rival, had condemned her to remain in a crystal column, 
till a young man, passionately fond of another, should come, 
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subdning the dragon and the soldiers, to deliver her, and 
give her a pledge of his constancy. This narrative filled me 
with deep regret ; for, after hearing Lazunie speak for three 
quarters of an hour without intermission, it was impossible 
to be longer deceived; and not to know with certainty that 
this person, with so bewitching an exterior, was as stupid as 
beautiful. In truth, she was so cold, and so confined in 
her ideas, that her innocence and simplicity cannot easily 
be imagined; but, notwithstanding her youth and beauty, 
this innocence has no grace in it, because it only proceeds 
from an absolute want of intelligence, and complete insen- 
sibility: it is a dazzling flower. which has not even sufficient 
discernment to know its own beauty ; because it notices no- 
thing, sees nothing, and is ever vegetating. 

I asked her, if she was sorry that fate had chosen me to 
be her liberator. Not at all, she answered, I like you as 
well as any other. That is obliging, replied 1; but would 
you not wish to be freed from marrying me. I should fall 
again into the power of the enchantress. And, if I were 
not to marry you, what would happen? I should be very 
unhappy; and you would forfeit your oath. This answer 
affected me. Take courage, Lazunie, said I, and believe 
that my word is inviolable.. But may I flatter myself with 
the hope that you will one day love me? I love all the world, 
except the enchantress, who reprimanded me; and has 
done me wrong.. I will not chide you; I will neglect no- 
thing to make you happy; and you would make me so, if 
you were sensible. I am much obliged to you. 

The conversation ended here; and I had no desire to pro- 
long it. I proposed a walk in the forest. We sat ont on 
our excursion; and, in a few minutes, I perceived a superb 
palace at the end of along avenue: we went forward; and 
found the doors opev. Then, giving my arm to Lazunie, 
Ientered without obstruction. As we were entering a vast 
saloon, Lazunie strongly clasped my arm, and cried out in 
terror —1 am ruined ; we are at Morgeline’s, the enchantress, 
my enemy! It really belonged to the cockatrice, and I saw 
her again with horror. What! said I, was it in vain that 
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your fatal wand of hatred and revenge, with your husband, 
‘Typhon, were thrown into the gulphs of Etna? Are you 
ever doing evil! lLazunieé, answered Morgeline, was in- 
closed in the crystal column before the epoch of my misfor- 
tunes; but, notwithstanding the loss of my ring, I have 
still had sufficient power to draw the weak Anephis into a 
snare. I conducted him into the enchanted forest, smooth- 
ing the mountains, and filling up the precipices which sepa- 
rated it from the desert. I hoped that the idolizer of Rozelis 
would either become the prey of the dragon, or would be 
slain by my soldiers; the imprudent Rozelis has saved thy 
life; but she is punished for it: the charms of the stupid 
Lazunie have bereft her of the lover she adores. I am re- 
venged both of her and thee; and thou shalt not leave this 
palace, till thou hast married Lazunie.—I despise your 
threats, answered I; violence shall not compel me to any 
thing. — Well! interrupted Morgeline, furiously, thou shalt 
remain my prisoner.—Send me and Lazunie to my native 
country, replied I; and there I will keep my engagement; 
but I will do nothing by force.—No, no; I will myself wit- 
ness the marriage of Rozelis’ lover to Lazunie; and that 
immediately; and thus punish my enemy, by freeing my- 
self for ever from the rival who rendered the magus whom 
i loved unfaithful—How! Morgeline, said 1, can there be 
any concord between love and malice ’—Yes, I love ardently. 
—Ardently! I doubt it. Are characters like your’s capable 
of feeling a passion strongly? Love, in a heart like your's, 
is but an unrefined transport; an odious and guilty passion: 
heaven curses such detestable love ; and the woman who 
abandons herself to it will inspire nothing but disgust and 
contempt. Yet Zolphar, the handsomest of the magi, 
adored me. He did not know you then, I am sure.—The 
beauty of this idol, for a moment, seduced him; but, as 
soon as he heard her speak, he returned to me: he was 
going to marry me, when he heard of the enchantment of 
the crystal column; which again set us at variance; after- 
wards a horrible fatality made me the wife of Typhon. Now 
become the widow of this monster, and giving Lazunie her 
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liberty with a husband, I shall easily resume my power 
over the heart of Zolphar; and, in spite of my enemies, 
shall be happy. But let us end this useless discourse. Will 
you marry Lazunie?—Never here.—Let him be chained; 
and led to the funeral pile. The order was obeyed; and I 
was dragged to an immense court; where I saw a lighted 
pile. Morgeline placed herself at the window, calling out 
Thou shalt perish in these flames, if thou art obstinately re- 
solved to disobey me!—Lazunie, in tears, also placed her- 
self at the window: while weeping, she looked se handsome, 
that I was much affected at this first proof of her sensibility ; 
nevertheless I answered firmly, that I would not purchase 
by cowardice a life to which nothing could afterwards attach 
me. At this instant, a prodigious number of springs, 
forming a multitude of water-spouts, rose round the pile, 
and extinguished it. Immediately the bronze-doors of the 
court opened with a great crash; and there appeared, in a 
gold and ivory chariot, drawn by lions, the handsome Zol- 
phar; who, addressing himself to Morgeline, said—* Inhu- 
man enchantress! the council of magi condemns thee to 
the same enchantment that thou hast made the innocent and 
beautiful Lazunie suffer; thou shalt be inclosed in the same 
place, in the midst of the desert, in a crystal column, and 
thou shalt remain there till a young man, passionately fond ef 
another, and victor of the dragon and soldiers, shall come to 
deliver thee, pledging to thee his faith, And as the sight 
alone of thee would be suflicient to make the most deter- 
mined hero shrink, it is probable that thou wilt sojourn in 
the crystal column to the end of the world; but, before you 
submit to this equitable punishment, learn that I have never 
felt for you aught but secret antipathy; and that, before 
even I knew thy atrocity and cruelty, ambition alone was 
the cause of my yielding to the advances of thy impetuous 
passion. For you, Anephis, continued the magus, you are 
free; you are indebted for your life to the generous Rozelis ; 
who, from our oaths, has claimed our assistance for you. 
Now—what do you intend to do? What are your designs? 
Speak freely. I will espouse Lazunie, answered I, sighing. 
Since I have given her my promise, I am ready to give 
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her my hand. At these words, the magus conducted us to 
the altar prepared by the industry of Morgeline. The en- 
chantress, carried away by the dragon of the desert, had 
just disappeared to be inclosed in the crystal column. La- 
zunie solemnly received my vows; and afterwards the magus 
made us leave the palace. Then, shewing me a long train 
of attendants, and a hundred camels, loaded with immense 
riches, a magnificent gift of the magi, he announced to me 
that all these treasures belonged to me. I expr: ssed a wish 
to return to my native country. He answered, that the ca- 
mel I should mount would naturally take me the road that 
would conduct me to it. After this information, I separated 
from the magus without having power to thank him; for 
my feelings overpowered me. Traversing a part of the de- 
sert, we passed before the magic bridge, and perceived at 
a distance the dwarfs and the dragon; the dwaris no longer 
spoke of the beautiful Lazunie; but they called out—T7ravel- 
lers, do not pass this bridge; we are the guardians of the ugly 
and wicked Morgeline. ‘I\.ese last words, more than menaces, 
will ecternise the punishment of this odious sorceress. 

They saw me arrive in my native country, loaded with 
wealth, and the handsomest woman in the universe, and 
every one called out about the unexpected good fortune of 
the happy Anephis; yet at this time I was truly miserable; 
consumed by an insurmountable passion for a most worthy 
object, without being able to attribute my misfortunes to 
any but myself—finding in my wife only a handsome statue ; 
fretted with weariness, and oppressed with bitter regret and 
useless remorse, life was so much the more burthensome 
as 1 had tasted every pleasure of the heart, mind, and ima- 
gination. On the first appearance of light, I always awoke 
starting; my eyes, in tears, sought in vain the cloud in 
which I had placed my happiness; the light zephyrs which 
had wafted it away were never to bring it again! The celes- 
tial seul o Rozelis had for ever been separated from mine. 
Condemned ior ever to silence, 1 could no longer hear her; 
and | had nv ionger any thing to say. The sigh: alone of 
a rose threw me into inexpressible trouble. ‘This state, in 
all its bitterness, lasted more than five years; at length, 
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some charming children gave me sweet consolation. Often, 
while caressing them, and looking at Lazuanie, I think my- 
self happy; but the ineffacable remembrance of Rozelis 
soon comes to change, and sometimes to destroy my happi- 
ness; and therefore, in this strange state, I really do not 
know whether I am to be considered happy, or whether I 
am to be pitied. 

Darius agreed, that Anephis, notwithstanding his surname, 
had never been really happy, and that he could not become 
so. Megabisis, to console the king, promised to search in 
his empire for another more happy person; and, with this 
view, to make the most exact enyuiries. 


THE END. 





KING CHARLES II. 

Amone the few instances recorded in history of ministers 
being found hardy enough to oppose the will of their misled 
sovereigns, the following deserves to be recorded :— 

When the duke of Buckingham was assassinated by Fel+ 
ton, King Charles I]. to manifest his regard for his favourite, 
ordered the Earl of Portland, the then treasurer, to issue 
out of the exchequer thirty thousand pounds for the celebra- 
tion of a magnificent funeral for the duke. The patriotic 
minister, not being willing that the nation should be at so 
enormous an expense, when it was engaged in a heavy war 
with France and Spain, remonstrated with his majesty, that 
the sum laid out in a monument, would be a more lasting me- 
morial of his royal favour than a costly funeral, which would 
soon be forgotten. The king thinking the reasons just, or 
dered several designs to be brought ; but what the king liked, 
the minister found some pretext to disapprove. At last, when 
the king pitched upon one, which he was on the point of or- 
dering, the earl, who had no subterfuge left, boldly said— 
“ My liege, pardon me, but what will the world say, if you 
should be at such an expense for a favourite, when your royal 
father has not even a stone to mark where he lies!” ‘This re- 
buke so struck the king that he immediately gave up the design, 
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CAMBODIAN HALL ; 
OR, 


LAW AND LICENTIOUSNESS. 


Tuoucu Mr. Arcot possessed few of the moral virtues, 
and overbearing pride was distinguishable in every act and 
word, yet he undoubtedly was an affectionate parent, and 
appeared to have the welfare of his children warmly at heart. 
When Mr. Jeremy Jackal ventured to propose a_ private 
governess for those motherless young ladies, their iather’s 


mind was intently occupied upon the thoughi of sending , 


them to school; and though he could not bear the idea of 
a separation, he felt he was doing his children an irreparable 
injury by keeping them at home. In the most submissive 
terms, the plan was suggested; Mrs. Wilkins represented 
as a female of the highest integrity, and purity of principle; 
the widow of a respectable merchant, whose affairs became 
involved through the failure of a banking-house. 

An unusual exclamation of delight burst from the lips 
of Mr. Arcot; and a most distinguished honour was con- 
ferred upon the lawyer by an extension of his patron’s hand. 
A command was instantly issued for him to set off for Lon- 
don on the following morning, with permission to make 
whatever pecuniary arrangements with the immaculate Mrs. 
Wilkins, she might think proper to suggest. Various were 
the schemes which floated upon the sanguine Jeremy’s ima- 
gination, as he retraced his steps from Cambodian Hall to 
the mansion of domestic quietness, where no one presumed 
to dispute an authority which might justly have been termed 
omnipotent. No rebellious female, who, from bearing the 
distinguishing name of Jackal, seemed presumptuously to 
have acquired a kind of borrowed consequence, reigned 
there triumphant, as supreme of the domestic establishment, 
but an elderly woman, whose husband, by the manoeuvres 
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of Mr. Jeremy Jackal, had escaped from the disgrace of a 
public whipping, acted as mistress of the mansion, and 
tyrannized, in her turn, over two inferior servants; the male, 
a parish boy, trained by his sagacious master te perform the 
combined offices of groom, footman, and gardener; and the 
other, a girl, from the same institution, instructed in various 
vccupations by Mrs. Dickson, the housekeeper. 

The clock, on the following morning, had scarcely an- 
nounced the hour of rising to the industrious labourer, when 
Mr. Jeremy Jackal seated himself, with an air of conse- 
quence, in the public vehicle that thrice in the week set 
vut for London; and as his fellow travellers happened to be 
alike acquainted with his former insignificance, and his pre- 
sent importance, it prevented the possibility of boasting or 
illustration, consequently not any thing occurred during 
the journey worthy of communication. 

Upon arriving at Mrs. Wilkins’s lodgings, which were 
in one of the streets in the neighbourhood of Covent Garden, 
the name of Mr. Jeremy Jackal was announced, at the very 
moment she was going to accompany a large party (assembled 
for that purpose) to the theatre. Though language con- 
veyed extreme joy, at the unexpected interview, the coun- 
tenance of the lady gave a very different account, as di- 
recting an oblique glance towards the party, who resolved 
not to be disappointed of their intended amusement. Scarcely 
was the door closed, and Mr. Jeremy seated, when he opened 
the important business which had brought him to the me- 
tropolis, with all the prolixity of his profession; but, to his 
mortification and astonishment, not one single transport of 
delight burst from his fair companion’s lips; in short, the 
countenance of Mrs. Wilkins bore evidently symptoms of 
not relishing the engagement. 

“Why, Kate!” exclaimed the mortified agent of Mr, 
Arcot, “I expected to have seen you,in actual transports 
at a proposal like this! To preside at the head of a nabob’s 
table, and have complete command over his domestics, 
strikes me as if the goddess who has so long withheld her 
fayours, was resolved to empty her cornucopia into your 
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lap! and yet that you, with that perversity which, in so 
many instances, has marked your character, were resolved 
to throw her treasures upon the pavement! However, ma- 
dam, the short and the long is, that you must accept the 
offered proposal, or abide by the consequences; as you well 
know I am not, nor ever will be, trifled with by any of your 
designing sex! 

Mrs. Wilkins was too well aware that she had for a long 
time depended for little comforts on the imposing Mr. Jackal, 
to run the hazard of rousing his resentment, and _ there- 
fore, very wisely, contrived to express her astonishment at 
his even supposing it possible she could hesitate a moment 
whether she should accept or decline such a flattering en- 
gagement. “* But, my dear Jerry,” she added, in a coaxing 
accent, “1 thought you knew me well enough to be con- 
vinced a wish of your’s would have greater influence than a 
command from any other person.” 

Peace having been restored by this flattering assertion, Mrs. 
Wilkins began to expatiate upon the impossibility of her im- 
mediately entering upon her new employment without those 
adventitious recommendations which result from female 
decorations. ‘This objection, however, was easily over- 
ruled by the generosity of Mr. Jeremy, who, taking out 
his pocket-book, presented her with two twenty-pound 
bills, desiring her to go to the ready-made warehouses, and 
furnish herself with the necessary articles of dress; whilst 
the possession of forty pounds called forth the lady’s gra- 
titude and astonishment. 

I shall leave to the imagination of my fair readers the 
various articles of usefulness and finery which were pur- 
chased; and beg leave to conduct the travellers into the 
great man’s presence. Mrs. Wilkins was too well aware of 
the effect of first impressions, not te have been studiously 
attentive to appearances; and from the looks which passed 
from the patron to the patronized, it was evident her wishes 
were accomplished. The Misses Arcot likewise seemed to 
participate in their papa’s sensations; and so completely 
condescending were the chieftain’s manners, during the 
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evening, towards Mr. Jeremy, that he felt his spirits unu- 
sually clevated. 

Though Mr, Jackal had played his cards with admirable 
judgment, yet his partner possessed equal skill; and whilst 
pretending to be influenced by his interest, resolved to win 
the game for herself. ‘Three months elapsed, and all went 
on smoothly, at least as far as appearances; during which 
time, however, Mrs, Wilkins did.violence to her inclinations, 
by pretending to feel the most tender attachment to the dear 
children. At that period, however, her solicitude was di- 
rected towards another object; for the lord of the mansion 
was taken alarmingly ill, and his physicians thought pro- 
per to prescribe the Cheitenham waters, as the only remedy 
likely to cure him. 

Fond as Mr. Arcot doubtless was of his children, yet that 
nervous irritability which is too often the companion of ill- 
ness, rendered their society, whilst labouring under the 
effects of it, fatiguing to his spirits; yet the only alternative 
was vither to leave them with servants, or let them be with 
their governess, who never quitted his apartment. Though, 
at Cambodian Hall, the invalid could be relieved a few hours 
in the day from the exhausting volatility of his offspring, 
yet at Cheltenham, he was aware, it would be impossible to 
avoid having them constantly with him; and so completely 
was the poor man’s mind perplexed and harrassed upon the 
subject, that it tended to increase bis bodily sufferings. 

The sagacious Mrs. Wilkins had long planned an allevia- 
tion toher employer’s solicitude, though deep design induced 
her carefully to conceal it; at length, she said, “‘ My dear 
sir, a remedy has this moment. occurred to me, which, if 
sanctioned by your approbation, may relieve the anxiety 
which we both feel for my beloved pupils. On the upper 
floor in the house, where I lodged before I had the honour 
of being an inmate of this happy family, resided a very ac- 
complished young lady, the daughter of a deceased clergy- 
man, who supported the reverse of fortune which had 


overtaken her, with a resignation that did credit to her un- 
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derstanding, producing fir herself the necessaries of exis- 
tence by tasteful embroidery, and beautifully executed draw- 
ings. From some degree of affinity in our taste, I made 
several overtures to this amiable young woman, and had 
the gratification of contributing, in some trifling degree, to 
her happiness; and, upon taking leave, she informed me, so 
many mortifications attended the method she had adopted, 
that she resolved to mak€ enquiries for a situation as private 
governess, which, from a letter 1 received yesterday, I find 
she has done, without succeeding.” 

“And why did you not mention this unfortunate young 
woman to me sooner?” demanded the nabob, in an autho- 
ritative accent. “ I Knew not, until yesterday, sir,” replied 
the wily Mrs. Wilkins, “ that Miss Stanhope had not suc- 
ceeded.” 

Though truth did not always influence the lady governess’ 
assertions, yet she had made a very trifling deviation from 
it in the present instance; for the mistress of the lodging- 
house, which that lady mentioned, had once been servant 
to the unfortunate Miss Stanhope’s parents; and when she 
experienced those vicissitudes of fortune, to which the most 
affluent are liable, the Rectory House (which was certainly 
one of the handsomest in England) was resigned witheut 
repining, for a single room in a confined sireet in the me- 
tropolis. ‘This, oh! fickle goddess, is only one of thy va- 
rying revolutions and capricious vagaries! and happy, thrice 
happy those whose minds are capable of supporting them 
without murmuring at the decrees of Providence! 

After a variety of enquiries having been made by the 
scrupulous lord of the mansion, respecting the purity, the 
propriety, and the polished manners of the intended gover- 
ness, Mr. Jeremy Jackal received a hasty summons into his 
patron’s presence. The summons was obeyed with the ac- 
customed alacrity, and the purpose of it laconically imparted 
by a being, against whose authority there was no appealing; 
yet it required not the skill of a Lavater to perceive the plan 
by no means accorded with that gentieman’s wishes, who, 
when any circumstance did not altogether please him, had 
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acquired a habit of passing his hand backwards and for- 
wards over the latter part of his visage. 

A hum! anda ha! accompanied by a respectful bend of 
the body, were the only expressions Mr. Jeremy Jackal made 
use of whilst listening to his patron’s plan, who, at length, 
provoked by his taciturnity, exclaimed—* Why, man, have 
you got an eruption on your chin? for you have actually 
never ceased rubbing it from the time I began speaking!” 

“Sir—no, sir—I—I beg your pardon, s-i-r; but, sir, when 
my mind—is deeply intent upon any thing—then—sir—I 
believe I have, as you justly observe, sir—a sort of habit, 
I believe I may call it, of rubbing, sir—yes, sir—rubbing— 
my chin!” ‘“ Your habits, Mr. Jackal, can have nothing 
to do with my designations,” replied the nabob, in an 
accent calculated to impose silence; “ neither do I require 
any intense thinking upon a plan totally unconnected with 
your professional concerns ; I merely sent for you, to say, 
you must go to London, for the purpose of escorting Miss 
Stanhope to Cambodian Hall; for Mrs. Wilkins will have 
the goodness to explain to the young lady the nature of that 
engagement I wish her to form.” 

The new sensation of insignificance, too completely over- 
powered poor Jeremy for him to be able to articulate a single 
word, though, by obsequious bows and gestures, he testified 
a ready obedience to his patron’s commands. 

( To be continued. ) 


THE DUKE OF SOMERSET. 


PERHAPS no man ever carried his self-consequence higher 
than Edward Seymour, proverbially known by the name of 
the proud duke of Somerset. His second wife, one day, 
in a pleasant humour, coming into the room, suddenly seated 
herself on his knee, threw her arm round bis neck, and 
kissed him. Instead of receiving this conjugal salute with 
gallantry, the haughty grandee thus addressed her—“ Ma- 
dam, my first wife was a Percy, and she would not have 
taken such a liberty.” 
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THE CHILD OF THE BATTLE. 
BY H. FINN. 


(Continued from page 162.) 


. tad * » « o * * 


AGatn, dear Albert, after many weeks of enervating ijl- 
ness, I resume my toilsome task; but the quick-coming hour 
of dissolution foretels that few of life must intervene; too 
few for all IT would impart. Particular events must, in the 
future progress of my relation, be subservient to a less mi- 
nute account of occurrences. 

On that melancholy morning which succeeded to the night, 
when my slumbers were watched by my Indian friend, we 
became the captives of barbarians, seemingly removed from 
every trace of even savage civilization, whose language, 
forms, and manners, appeared as foreign to the knowledgé 
of my companion as to myself. Throagh unfrequented wilds 
ahd wayless forests lay our route; and as we continued ad- 
vanving among apparently untraversed intricacies, I sighed 
a sad farewell to the stirring world, and all its happy social 


institutions; for our course appeared to wind along the wil-" 


derness of earliest time, my reflections to retrograde through 
centuries gone by, my eyes to dwell upon the globe’s rough 
surface, in all the crudities of its first formation. It was 
the home of Nature, but her worst abode, peopled by the 
devoted race of wretched Cain. They were unconscious 
of a sky, beyond the range of sight, which was bounded 
by the precincts of their own inhospitable region; or of 
beings unallied to their wilder species. My companion’s marks 
of affinity to them, in complexion and feature, procured for 
her the partial privileges of rude civility; but the glaring dis- 
parity that subsisted between the tint of my skin and the 
colour of their’s, which resémbled the darkest shade of red, 
obtained for me the respect and wonder of superstitious 
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vassalage; my presence was productive of awful silence, 
and their reasonless minds arrayed me in the ideal majesty 
of a superior being. When first surrounded, | was awoke 
by their warhoop, and beheld a circle of them hemming 
me in, each in the act of aiming an arrow at my defenceless 
body. Astonishment and fear contributed to keep me mo- 
tionless, and to that quietude I am indebted for preservation. 
To them my constrained calmness indicated a soul incapable 
of apprehension, consequently, superior to the thought of 
harm, and defying injury. The simultaneous shout which 
accompanied the action of shooting their shafts into the 
earth, assured me of safety. I could distinguish the chief 
only by the authority he exercised, no external ornament 
marked his rank. An address from him, vociferated with 
the violence of strong passion, terminated in his followers 
suddenly dispersing themselves. In a few minutes, a litter 
was constructed from the green branches, which they had 
wrenched from the young trees, and placed near me; the 
chief intimating, by his action, that I should occupy it. 
Wishing that my generous friend should partake of my con- 
veyance, I beckoned her to follow, but the chief opposed it 
with horror depicted in his countenance, as if her society 
amounted to profanation. This idea was strengthened by the 
forcible prohibition to touch me, which accompanied every 
change of my carriers. On the morning of the third day 
after the commencement of our journey, preparations were 
made to terminate it. I was carried into a space that re- 
sembled a sylvan amphitheatre. The centre of the interior 
was raised somewhat above the level of the earth, by dry 
and variegated leaves, so thickly scattered, that laxury would 
not have wished a softer couch. Branches, strongly inter- 
woven with the surrounding trees, formed a circular en- 
closure, whose tops, drawn together, made a leafy dome, 
impervious alike to the hot rays of the sun, and the cold 
evening dews. The entrance to my foliage prison, was 
closed with twisted branches, and I was left to ponder on 
my strange incarceration. One of the savages perambulated 
round my habitation as a guard, to prevent either exit or 
Ec 3 
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entrance. All their actions tended to confirm me in the 
supposition, that they were resolved to endow me with the 
attributes of an exalted immortality. With the first beams 
of the ascending sun, came their devotions; and the light 
of day beheld their mistaken enthusiasm, uttering cries of 
adoration, and strangely distorting their bodies; impiously ex- 
préssive of worship before a poor and earthly being. In calm 
solicitude, I begged of heaven to pity and to pardon the errors 
of their ignorance. The richest fruits were presented asoffer- 
ings with prostrations, and every indication of their absurd 
belief. ‘To witness such perversion of human intellect, added 
another, and a more acute pang to the loss of liberty. About 
the sixth day of my confinement, as I was slowly wan- 
dering round my prison, opposite to the side on which my 
séntine| was posted, I observed a hand moving through 
the twined branches, and a parcel drop from it; the hand 
was suddenly withdrawn. Hoping this new incident might 
be conducive to further my prospects of freedom, I hastened, 
and secured the parcel unobserved. How haltingly did the 
step of time proceed before the wished-for opportunity ar- 
rived, when I could examine its contents. It was firmly 
bound with twine, and as 1 unfolded the canvass covering, 
a flat square box met my view; I hastily threw the cover- 
ing to the ground, and proceeded to open it, but a diffi- 
culty not to be easily surmounted, occasioned me to pause— 
the lid was fast, was locked, and the key gone. To break 
it open, was to give an alarm, and lose it. No alternative 
presented itself, but to suppress my ardent curiosity, until I 
could indulge it without hazarding a disclosure. Reluctantly 
I proceeded to conceal beneath the leaves my box and its 
covering, when, in lifting the piece of canvass, I saw the 
key attached to it: with the trepidation of transport, I sepa- 
rated it, and the contents of my valuable casket was re- 
vealed. I found a small pocket pistol, half a dozen balls, 
and a packet of gunpowder. <A note lay at the bottom. 
It was written in bad French, and contained the following— 
“ Stranger, \ 

“To the female who delivers this, I have rendered im- 
portant scrvices—she has repaid the obligation—cach has 
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saved the other’s life. I am a Jew, she is an Indian—both 
até exiled from the world’s respect, yet that respect beth 
have merited. While you read, I am many miles distant ; 
but the contents of my box may assist you, as it has done 
nie. You are in the island of Ceylon. Shun the king of 
Randy: Cherish the female:—if you have a heart, honour 
her’s—it is all gratitude and goodness. If you meet a Jew, 
do not scorn him—he is your fellow creature—respect my 
memory.” 

The perusal of this friendly scroll gave birth to a variety 
of conjectures, and accounted for the female’s conduct in 
seeming conversant with European manners. The words 
in which the purport was expressed corresponded so evi- 
dently with those I had discovered in the boat, that I con- 
cluded they were the production of the same person. To 
him a second time was I indebted for the means of preser- 
vation, and I trusted, Providence might one day place at 
my disposal the opportunity to acknowledge and prove my 
gratitude. The weighty fetters of captivity were lightened 
as the prospect opened of effecting my complete deliverance, 
and, with a glad heart, I loaded my pistol, to be ready when 
occasion should warrant its utility. Two powerful indace- 
ments established my resolution to make the Indian female 
the partner of my escape ; gratitude to her, and the gencrous 
Jew, and the necessity I should be under of having an asso- 
ciate familiar with the mazy windings of the wood. ‘To this 
task she was competent; for, during my confinement, as I af- 
terwards learned, her will had been unrestrained, her footsteps 
unremarked ; and, anticipating my release, through the means 
she had placed in my power, no circumstance had been 
neglected by her, that could facilitate our flight, or retard 
our progress. My prison was so closely connected, that it 
was scarcely possible to separate the foliage, so as to admit 
the body to pass through, without much time, and more toil, 
during which, discovery must have been inevitable. I could 
have dispatched my guard; but to purchase my liberty at 
the price of blood, was a blessing too dearly bought. As I 
stood casting a despairing look upon the thick barrier which 
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ee 
enclosed me, I thought the earth beneath my feet began to 
move; I stepped aside, and the ground fell two or three 
feet below its level. I was surprised; but dismissing the 
subject as not worth inquiry, and interfering with ideas that 
ought to monopolize attention, 1 resumed my reflections on 
the plan fittest for my speedy removal. Evening came; 
I had ruminated on every probable scheme, but could decide 
on the adoption of none. I had just fallen asleep, when I 
was roused by the rustling of the leaves nearme. Seizing the 
pistol, I started up; my hand was taken, and placed upon 
the person’s bosom. It was the Indian girl! She led me in 
silence, after | had secured the Jew’s bequest, to the wicker 
wall, and suddenly sunk into the earth; while wondering 
at this singular absence, I felt her hand grasp my ancle, and 
stooping down, discovered a chasm in the earth, through 
which she had entered. Creeping on my hands and knees, 
I followed, and, in a few minutes, after expioring a subte- 
ranecous hollow, inhaled the fresh air. Taking me again by 
the hand, she conducted me to the large trunk of a tree, 
that time had excavated; she entered it, and I followed. 
Beneath the root was a small cave, which in the day received 
light and air from the hollow entrance: the flooring was dried 
leaves. We seated ourselves; and the female, unused to 
rules prescribed by propriety, placed my head upon her 
bosom, and began singing an Indian air, in whispers,. to 
promote my repose. It was effectual, and when I again 
awoke, IL saw the faint light of day admitted through the 
tree’s trunk. I was alone. My first care was to examine 
my weapon, and then my apartment; the length and breadth 
equalled my own height; the roof was low, and would not 
allow my standing upright; fruits were placed in one corner 
by my kind Cinglese. I ventured to survey the exterior of 
my habitation, and ascended the tree. Nothing met my 
view but the tangled limbs, opaque foliage, and barked 
bodies of the forest. While I was lamenting the absence 
of my Indian girl, she appeared with marks of alarm and 
confusion, and hastily entering our concealment, beckoned 
me to follow; scarcely had we entered, when she took a 
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stick, which I had not observed, on the top of which was 
fastened smaller ones across, like the spokes of a wheel, on 
these was strewed earth, moss, dried leaves, and placing 
the crossed sticks in the body of the tree, it was so artfully 
constructed as to represent the bottom of a tree haif decayed. 
We soon heard the sounds of numerous voices, in uncouth 
and harsh halloos, and savage howlings. The footsteps ap- 
proached, and we could distinguish them climbing the tree; 
but the eye of prying curiosity was foiled by the admirable 
deception. When she was assured of their departure, the 
false body was withdrawn. From the limited information 
I could collect through her gestures, I learned that her name 
was Gulnare—her steps had been watched, and that we 
were surrounded by the savages. 


(To be continued.) 
ee 


MUTINY SUBDUED BY FLATTERY. 


Wuen Admiral Cornwallis commanded the Canada, a 
mutiny broke out in the ship, on account of some acciden- 
tal delay in the clerk’s paying some of the crew, in conse- 
quence of which they signed what is termed a round robin, 
wherein they declared, to a man, that they would not fite 
a gun till they were paid. Captain Cornwallis, on receiving 
this declaration, caused all hands to be called upon deck, 
and thus addressed them—“ My lads, the money cannot 
be paid till we return to port; and as to your not fighting, 


I'll clap you-alongside the first large ship of the enemy I: 


see, when the devil himself will not be able to keep you 
from it.” The tars were so pleased with this compliment 
that they all returned to their duty, better satisfied than 
if they had been paid the money ten times over: 
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THE 


NARRATION OF AGLAUS, 
THE ARCADIAN. 
(Continued from page 250.) 


Wuat can vain human prudence do for our safety? For- 
tune sports with our wisest precautions; and often even turns 
them against us. Obedience to the gods, and confidence in 
their goodness, are the only solid foundations’ of happy se- 
curity. 

In throwing myself into the gulph, I had the presence of 
mind (doubtless inspired by Apollo) to support mine and 
Calysphire’s feet upon the golden reed, which was as supple 
as the most flexible reed: we then slowly descended, with 
a gentle balancing, as if we had been carried in a small boat; 
alight dew sunk beneath our feet without surrounding us, 
or wetting our garments. In a few minutes, we touched the 
earth, the dew was entirely dissipated, and we were in an 
immense plain, surrounded with delightful hills: we were 
in the isle of Panchaia, a fortunate isle, consecrated to Ju- 
piter Tryphillian*. Transported with joy, we thanked the 
gods, and walked to the plain. After having crossed it, 
we entered a superb avenue of plantains, the two sides of 
which are ornamented with great brass statues, placed upon 
a square foundation. At the end of the avenue is a high 
mountain, called Olympus Tryphillian, upon the top of 
which is raised the temple of Jupiter, built in white marble, 
and sustained by columns. It is said that Uranus is pleased 
to come upon this mountain, and there contemplate the sky 

“ The description of this isle Panchaia, and of the temple of 
Jupiter Tryphillian, is taken from Diodorus, of Sicily, Book vy. 
but, on the authority of Plutarch, it should appear that this isle 
is fabulous, 
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and stars. The plain and the mountain are consecrated to 
the gods, and belong to priests; but it is forbid them, on 
pain of death, to leave this sacred inclosure: if they dared 
to go beyond it, every inhabitant would have a right to kill 
them. The temple is filled with rich offerings; the doors are 
ornamented with ivory and precious wood from the tree which 
bears incense. In the midst of the temple, is seen a high 
golden pyramid, filled with inscriptions, in Mercury’s own 
hand writing. ‘This isle has three large towns, called Hi- 
racia, Dalis, and Oceanis. ‘The soil produces excellent 
wines, and delicious fruits. The men are courageous, and 
fight in chariots: they carry, as well as the women, gold or- 
naments, bracelets, necklaces, and rings, like the Persians. 
The priests have dresses of very fine white flax, and upon 
their heads mitres of drawn gold. All property is in com- 
mon in this isle; each one possesses as his own only his 
house and garden. ‘The priests receive all the revenues of 
the state, and share it equally with all the islanders, who 
are divided into three classes, the labourers and the shep- 
herds, the soldiers, and the artificers. 

While we were ascending Tryphillian Olympus, several 
priests came to us, and seeing that we were strangers, they 
ordered us to follow them: they conducted us to the grand 
pontiff’s, who interrogated us about our journey.» I spoke, 
and informed him that we had not come by sea; and related 
to him the wonders that Apollo had condegcended to perform 
for us. The pontiff, a venerable old man, heard me with 
great astonishment; and when I had done speaking, Yes, 
cried he, this is a faithful recital; I see in your hands the 
golden reed that is necessary to carry mortals so favoured 
of heaven; and enable them to arrive here by the cavern 
of Anoste. “ An ancient oracle, inscribed upon our sacred 
books, learns us, that strangers who arrive by these means 
at the temple of Jupiter Tryphillian, shall be furnished with 
Apollo’s reed ; and that the gods reserve for them the highest 
destinics. You are thé first stranger that I have seen with 
this divine mark of an all-powerful protection; and among 
us we remember only the pious Japis, son of Jasus, who, 
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in times of yore, obtained it; but we are ordered to conduct 
these wonderful strangers to the temple of Hermithée. I 
will give you a guide who shall lead you there to-morrow; 
there the priestess will reveal secrets to you that we are 
ignorant of. Meanwhile repose here. To-morrow, before 
your departure, we will go together to the temple of Ju- 
piter. 

Thus spoke the grand pontiff. After a frugal repast, as 
he had promised, he related to us the interesting Life of 
Japis, in these terms— 

“ When the gods divided the earth, Apollo obtained the 
isle of Rhodes, yet buried beneath the waters; but the god 
of day, while reposing on the bosom of Thétis, had per- 
ceived it under the waters: he caused it to come up from 
the depths of the vast ocean; was pleased to make the most 
delicious fruits. and most beautiful flowers to spring up in 
it; he covered it with roses, as its name imports, and he 
gave the empire of it to the nymph Rhodos, the daughter 
of Amphitrite, and more beautiful than the Nereids. Apollo 
had seven sons by this nymph, whose descendants still govern 
the isle of Rhodes. The god, to ensure the prosperity of his 
beloved isle, ordered his children to worship Minerva: they 
raised a temple to the goddess of wisdom and arts; the first, 
it is said, that was seen on earth. Apollo is there worshipped 
in the name of Helios. The Rhodians, the friends of peace, 
“ and constant to the worship of Minerva, became celebrated 
for their industry and skilfulness in the arts: they were re- 
compensed byimmense riches ; for Jupiter, opening to them the 
treasures of Olympus, spread over the isle a golden rain*. 
In this loved abode of the gods, Japis, son of Jasus, was 
born: from his birth, he shewed so much wisdom and virtue, 
that Apollo distinguished him from all the other Rhodians. 
Japis was quoted as the model of filial piety: the employment 
of his life, his pleasures, and his happiness, were to honour 
the gods, serve his father, and cultivate the arts invented by 
Minerva. He was particularly fond of music, and without 








* Vide the Mythological Dictionary. 
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being equal to Linus and Thamiris in this art, he excelled 
all the islanders of his age. This natural taste was strength- 
ened by a strong passion. Japis loved the beautiful Alci- 
méde, who would not give her faith to any but to him who 
should obtain the prize of the lyre at the Olympic games ; 
and Japis flattered himself, that, with time and study, he 
should obtain a triumph that would ensure the felicity of 
his life. In the midst of these pleasing expectations, a 
heavy affliction oppressed the sensible heart of Japis. His 
father was old, and weighed down by infirmities; Japis in 
vain sought remedies for his diseases; and in this hope, he 
had undertaken several journeys. He carried offerings to 
the god of Epidauras; and in his temple he immolated a 
cock at the feet of his golden and ivory statue, an immortal 
work of Chrasymede, of Claros. He went to Sycione to 
implore Hygeia, daughter of Esculapius: he deposited his 
gifts upon an altar, covered with long tresses of hair that 
the women of Sycione eagerly carried there, when they ob- 
tained fortunate cures; thus sacrificing to gratitude the 
finest ornament of their sex. Japis also went to the Oropicns 
to invoke the goddess who presides over the cure of all hu- 
man infirmities*: all these journeys were useless. Alas! 
what remedies can assuage the sufferings of old age! The 
gods rarely attend to vows which do not accord with the 
eternal order of nature; but they bless the pious son who 
frames them. 

“ One morning, Japis, at sun-rise, sung a hymn in honour 
of Apollo in a grove consecrated to this deity. Suddenly a 
young man, of celestial beauty, appeared ; his light hair, more 
brilliant than the purest gold, floated in large curls upon 
his shoulders; a crown of laurel, of bright green, inclosed 
his head. He carried a quiver, and held a lyre; his figure 
was at once majestic and light, his feet scarcely touched 


the turf, and the flowers bent beneath his feet without . 


breaking. The imposing haughtiness of his height and phy- 
siognomy commanded respect, the penetrating sweetness of 





* Vide Mythological Dictionary. 
VOL IV.— 8. I. Ff 
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his looks inspired love. He swiftly glided by; but as soon 
as Japis cast his eyes behind him, he immediately recognised 
Apollo* ; and flew after him. ‘The god thus addressed him— 

“Japis, son of Jasus, in what science dost thou wish to 
excell? or what prize dost thou desire to obtain at the 
Olympic games? Speak; in the choice that thou makest, 
thou shalt have no equal; thou shalt triumph over all thy 
rivals! ; 

« At these words, the pious Japis, forgetting the handsome 
Alcimede, had no remembrance but of his aged father: 
Powerful god of day and arts, answered he, doubtless it 
is gratifying to illustrate one’s name, and raise one’s-self 
to the first rank in the favourites of Calliope, Euterpe, Ura- 
nie, and their chaste sisters; but it is more pleasing to 
prolong the days of a father, to hide from his eyes the hor- 
ror of the tomb, and smooth for him the rough and difficult 
road which leads to the dark shores! Give me the useful 
science of Machaon and Poladire+, that I may know, like 
them, the beneficent virtues of every plant, and that it may 
be possihle to discover one of them which may alleviate 
the miseries of my father}!—Happy Japis, said the son of 
Latone, thou sacrificest to virtue all that seduces mortals! 
Thou prelerrest duty to glory, or love; thy piety shall be 
rewarded! Depart with thy father; I will myself conduct 
you both to the cave of Anoste; there I will give you the 
golden reed, which will cause you to descend happily into 
the guiph of the cavern; that frightful and gloomy way, as_ 
well as that of the tomb, is an abyss only to the wicked 
and the impious; but it conducts the virtuous man to the 
abode of peace and happiness. 


( Te be continued, ) 





— 
—_ 


* The Pagans believed that the gods could only be recognised 
in this manner. , 


"+ Fabulous physicians, sons of Esculapius. 
¢ This trait is in the Mythological Dictionary. See Japis. 
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THE GOSSIPER, N° XXII, 


—_—_—-—-- 


TO THE GOSSIPER. 
Sir, 


{ see leave, through the medium of your work, to make 
a few observations on the subject of your correspondent’s 
(Flirtilla’s) letter, which appeared in your Number for Octo- 
ber. From what she states, it appears, she has had the 
misfortune to have a foolish fond mother. I am afraid, sir, 
there are too many such, who, by their overfondness and 
weakness, bring up their offspring to be disliked, and even 
despised, by every well-thinking individual. She confesses 
from her infancy she had the entire controul of her own 
actions, and every ebullition of childish passion, instead of 
being timely checked, was encouraged. How much is such 
conduct in mothers, in general, to be lamented! How often 
does it prove the utter destruction and ruin of many of 
those whose unfortunate destiny has brought them under 
such a parent! What can be more inconsistent than to 
give a child the liberty of that, at which even adults so 
often falier—the conduct of themselves! Can it be sup- 
posed that childhood is capable of knowing the criterion 
by which iis temper ought to be guided? Certainly not. 
Therefore it is the first duty of a parent to point out the 
method that should lead it in the path of virtue; to check 
every improper habit; and to put down every appearance 
of evil. Infancy may be moulded to any form, and it has 
been generally evinced that the first impressions make a 
lasting mode in their subsequent conduct through life. It 
is necessary, in order to form the infant mind to a true 
sense of duty, to learn it to distinguish between right and 
wrong, and the reward or punishment of the one and the 
other; to instruct it in the fear of its Maker; and to teach 
it its duty towards its parent. By these means, children 
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may be governed without proceeding to harsh measures; 
for they would entertain such an awe of the heinous crime 
of displeasing a parent, that it would always deter them 
from acting in opposition to their commands. 

It appears nothing could induce Flirtilla’s mother to per- 
mit her to go to school, but the accomplishment displayed 
by a little miss “ who danced very prettily.” By which it 
is very evident it was not her daughter’s mental faculties 

she sudied, but the mere bauble of external appearance, 
and exciting silly admiration. And, indeed, it is thus with 
almost every parent. It is not the improvement of the mind 
- that is thought of, but the nonsensical parade of frivolity 
endeavouring to outshine those of the same sphere, and 
vie with those above them. It is by this injudicious mode 
of education that we see so many prostitutes in the streets, 
lost to every sense of shame, and a disgrace to human na- 
ture. It was thus with Cypriana—her parents were of the 
middling class, and by their industry were able to support 
themselves in a respectable manner; but the vain ambition 
of wishing to appear what in reality they were not, was 
the death of them and the ruin of their child. Being habi- 
tuated while young to every indulgence, allowed the unli- 
mited guidance of her passions, and brought up in idleness 
and ease, she could ill brook the denial of any of those 
luxuries and pleasures which she saw others above her enjoy. 
The finances of her parents could not keep pace with her 
extravagance ; they were soon reduced to the lowest state 
of indigence ; and they saw, too late, their folly. Cypriana 
imagined her beauty entitled her to a much higher place 
than that to which she had reduced them, and to gain which 
sacrificed her virtue to one, who, taking advantage of. her 
situation, had the baseness to offer a price for it. She de- 
serted her parents! ‘This last act was too severe a trial for 
them; and they fell under it. While Cypriana, rolling in 
voluptuousness, did not pay to their memory a single tear! 
But, alas! too soon she found out her error, too soon the 
illusion vanished, and all her high-flown notions disappeared. 
Palled with enjoyment, her seducer very soon left her, and 
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she was plunged in the deepest abyss of misery—her repu- 
tation lost, she was turned friendless into the wide world. 
She had not the power, or even inclination, to reform, and 
get her livelihood in an honest way, but became a common 
street-walker, when she fell a victim to disease and intem- 
perance, and died scorned and despised by every one! On 
the other hand, had she been brought up in the knowledge 
of virtue, piety, and industry, she might have become tho 
wife of one in her own station,-been the staff and support 
of her parents, lived honoured and respected in this life, 
and looked forward to that which is to come, with that 
calm serenity of mind which a consciousness of having done 
our duty alone can give ! 


I am, Sir, 
Your obedient servant, 
Pevix. 





THE EFFECT OF A JEST ON THE TACITURNITY OF 
QUAKERS. 


A LARGE assembly of Quakers, in the reign of Charles II, 
having protracted their sitting to a very long and tedious 
period, could not be prevailed with to break up, till a merry 
wag thought of this stratagem, proclaiming, “ In the king’s 
name, that no one should depart without his leave.” On 
hearing this, they all immediately rose, and went away, that 
it should not be said they paid obedience to any one. 





IMPROMPTU. To Miss —— 


You ask, if I love thee, dear girl, 
And why for reply should I falter? 
Know, my fairest, by loving so well, 
You'll bring me at last to the h-cltar, Hatr. 
Ff3 
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A DEATH-BED SCENE. 


Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife, 
And let me languish into life ! 

Hark! they whisper—angels say, 
Sister spirit—come away ! 














THe sublimity of that poem, from which the preceding 
lines have been extracted, is scarcely to be equalled, and 
certainly never was exceeded by any writer in the English 
language ; but when we behold the feebleness of disease 
resting upon the hope of immortality, when we see *the 
sensibilities of human nature sustained, amidst the disso- 
lution of its tenderest bonds, we are almost tempted to ex- 
claim that the poet must have composed the Dying Christian, 
under the power of inspiration. 

I have been led to make this observation from a scene 
which I have recently witnessed; and though in the cha- 
racter of the pastor of a parish, I have frequently been 
called upon to offer consolation to the expiring penitent, 
I never beheld the prospect of immortality so brilliantly illu- 
minated ! 

Dr. Young’s description of Narcissa was applicable to 
the object I allude to. She was lovely, gay, and innocent; 
the pride of her doating parents, and the favourite child of 
fortune. A neglected cold laid the foundation for a rapid 
consumption, and could presumptuous man have ventured 
to aflix length of days to any mortal, Amanda was the being 
1 should have fixed upon. 

Business of an imposing nature compelled me to absent 
myself from my parochial duties for the space of six weeks; 
and I left the blooming Amanda the child of sportive mirth, 
and innocent gaiety. On my return, the melancholy tale 
was told me that she was past recovery; but that her un- 
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happy parents were deceived by her composure and hilarity. 
Afflicted by intelligence so melancholy and unexpected, I 
resolved instantly to visit the victim of disease, and arrived 
at a moment when, in compliance with Amanda’s wishes, 
her parents had consented to take a drive. Her countenance 
was more lovely than I had ever beheld it. A hectic the 
most beautiful overspread her cheeks; but her breathing was 
too deeply laboured for me to be one moment deceived. 

“Oh! my friend,” she exclaimed, clasping her hands 
together, “ how grateful am I to Providence, that you are 
returned in time to prepare the dear authors of my existence 
for a trial which you alone can enable them to sustain.” 

Though my language was at warfare with my feelings, by 
an impulse indefinable, I endeavoured to persuade the in- 
teresting Amanda her apprehensions of a speedy dissolution 
were vain. “ Let not that hectic glow,” said she, “ which 
bespeaks internal decay, deceive you; my hours are num- 
bered, and a few, very few are those which remain!” ‘The 
most hollow cough I had ever heard, checked the power of 
utterance, the sound of which, whilst endeavouring to 
describe it, seems to agitate every nerve. An ulcer upon 
the lungs was broken by the exertion, and I every moment 
expected a suffocation to follow. The expectoration was 
profuse, and the exhausture death-like. At length, the 
patient sufferer, raising herself upon her elbow, took my 
hand, faintly demanding, “Is not a glorious reward pre- 
pared for those who endeavour to tread in the paths of rec- 
titude?” Then, with a countenance beaming with convic- 
tion, she added, “Oh! I already feel your answer!” Again 
the feclings of humanity came in contact with religious con- 
fidence; and, in a tone of agony, she exclaimed, “ Who 
will comfort my beloved parents!” At that moment the 
door opened, and these horror-strack parents entered. 

“ Dear sources of my life and happiness!” exclaimed the 
expiring Amanda, “I feel assured that I shall be permitted 
to usher your souls into the mansions of eternal bliss! <A 
few short years, and we shall be re-united. My mother— 
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my beloved mother! what a consolation may you derive from 
this !” ! 
A death-like faintness stopped the powers of articulation; 
but in less than five minutes animation was restored again, 
when, with elevated eyes, and hand uplifted, Amanda 
feebly articulated, “ Cease, fond nature—cease thy strife!” 
and with those expressive words, feebly uttered, the spotless 
spirit took its fight! 

Thus terminated the mortal course of Amanda W—d—; 
and happy would it be, if such was the end of all her com- 
peers; who, in the vigour of life, receive an unexpected 
summons to appear at the great tribunal of their Creator! 
Amanda’s whole life might not -inaptly be termed a prepa- 
ration for that awful summons; and the prospect of receiving 
the reward of virtuous actions, reconciled her to a separa- 
tion from the authors of her existence. Her pure spirit 
seemed to have inhaled a portion of that refined felicity which 
eye hath not seen, nor ear heard; and severe as was the 
pang she felt at a separation from her earthly parents, yet 
the prospect of being reunited to a heavenly one, hushed 
every complaint. 

So strong is the impression which this scene of death has 
made upon my imagination, that I could not resist an incli- 
nation to commit it to paper; and rejoiced shall I be, if the 
relation affects the heart of the reader as deeply as it does 
my own. Many, of course, are the death-beds I have at- 
tended, both of the young and the old, but never did I witness 
such a combination of piety, confidence, and resignation! 
Well may it be said, that a life of virtue is the only thing 
that can reconcile us to death; for Amanda, though sur- 
rounded with whatever could render this life desirable, was 
evidently desirous of entering upon the next, 
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WIFE AND NO WIFE; 
A ROMANCE. , 


( Continued from page 271.) 


CHAP. V. 


VIRGINIA arose in the morning at an early hour, anxious 
to inspect her new establishment; and was pleased to find 
that Sebastian had omitted nothing that could contribute 
to her enjoyment and gratification. A variety of musical 
instruments, a well-stocked library, an elegant apparatus 
for drawing, a pair of globes, atlas, &c. proved that her 
accommodation was not a matter of indifference. The man- 
sion appeared to be very ancient, and was so spacious that 
it would be impossible for such a small family to occupy 


the whole of it, many of the apartments had therefore been | 


Jeft unfurnished; the principal rooms were fitted up in a 
neat modern style, more for comfort than ostentation, the 
others remained in their former state of gloomy grandeur, 
which was still apparent, notwithstanding the depredations 
of time. Virginia had only brought one domestic with her, 
as Don Lopez had intimated that there were servants in the 
house; and these she found to be an elderly man, who acted 
in the capacity of butler, and a tall meagre woman, who, 
with the assistance of a girl about twelve years of age, un- 
dertook to do all the work of the house, and was reputed 
to be an excellent cook. Jane, however, had not been 
twelve hours in the house before she was full of complaints ; 
she could not endure the old woman, who was both cross 
and dirty; Jerome, she said, was as cunning as a fox; and 
poor Susan, the only tolerable being among them, was 
both deaf and dumb. Virginia acknowledged that her abi- 
gail would not find very agreeable society in their new re- 
sidence, but begged her to be as accommodating as possible, 
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and promised, when her master came home, some addition 
should be made to their household. Jane rested satisfied 
with this consoling intimation, but day after day passed 
away, and Sebastian came not. Miss Melcombe had re- 
turned to town, and Virginia, sad, solitary, and a prey to 
chagrin, remained in a state of the most painful anxiety. 

To all her enquiries respecting the cause of this extraor- 
dinary desertion, Don Lopez replied with real, or affected 
ignorance ; entreated her to wait patiently, until Sebastian 
should enter upon an explanation; and, at last, overcome 
by her importunities, consented to go to town to enquire 
what was become of him. Virginia begged to accompany 
him, but he pointed out the impolicy of such a measure, and 
persuaded her to remain. In the course of three days after 
his departure, she received. the following letter:— 

“ Dearest Virginia, 

“J address you in a moment of perturbation and anxiety, 
yet a cloud of mystery hangs over my fate, and even to 
you, I dare not be explicit. Judge me not too harshly, I 
conjure you; a time will come when you must know more 
of the being whose destiny is so strangely connected with 
your’s; but that time is perhaps far distant. Believe me, 
my love, I feel for your present situation; I well know it 
must be distressing in the extreme; and, were it in my 
power, would instantly remove the uneasiness under which 
you are suffering, by my presence, since imperious necessity 
forbids my entering on an explanation which could alone 
serve to set your mind at ease. Even now, my Virginia, 
while you are, [ trust, fondly anticipating my speedy return, 
I am making preparation for a protracted absence! I am 
about to revisit my native country without seeing you, with- 
out explaining to you the cause of such an extraordinary 
proceeding, and the period of my absence is uncertain. 
Can you think this voluntary? Ah, no! I am certain you 
do me more justice than to suppose so fora moment. And 
now, Virginia, as I have little right to assert the privilege 
of a husband, still less to take upon myself the authority of 
one, can you pardon the selfish feelings which dictate the 
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following injunctions! —You are, by an unlooked-for com- 
bination of events, placed in a situation peculiarly embar- 
rassing, and one in which the most scrupulous adherence 
to appearance will be found necessary; for, in the expecta- 
tion of agreeable society, | chose a residence which is in 
the immediate vicinity of Angerstein’s estate! I know this 
information will surprise you, and perhaps my manner of 
giving it still more so; for I think you suspected not that I 
was aware of that gentleman’s attachment to you, an attach- 
ment which even your unkind rejection of him did not serve 
to diminish, which not even your marriage with me may 
have overcome. Lorgive me then, I repeat, if I say that 
he is a dangerous neighbour: I entertain no doabts of your 
rectitude, my Virginia, but I wish the particular circum- 
stance attending our union to be kept secret, and I implore 
you, if you have any regard for me, to shun Angerstein 
with the most scrupulous caution. To do this effeciually, 
it will be necessary to live in the most retired manner, and 
to confine yourself almost entirely to the park aud gardens: 
I have endeavoured to make every thing as agreeable therein 
as possible, and if 1 have not been successful in this en- 
deavour, you have only to apply to my father, and he will 
take care that you shall be accommodated with whatever 
you may require. And now one word more, by way of 
caution; Don Lopez regards you with a vigilant eye; be 
therefore doubly on your guard, and let me, I entreat, owe 
that to your afiectionate compliance, which may, perhaps, 
be otherwise necessarily enforced by compulsatory mea- 
sures ; I mean not to alarm, but to advise you. I dare not 
say more. Adieu! loved Virginia, 











Adieu! 


S. D1 Tornapo. 


“Inexplicable being!” murmured Virginia, as she con- 
cluded the strange epistle; “and have I, the proud, the 
self-conceited Virginia, submitted myself to this imposing 
yoke? Is this the ardent loye, the homage I expected? 
Surely my arrogance is punished with more than equitable 
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severity!” She paced the room with agitated steps as she 
gave utterance to these petulant sallies. Again, and again, 
she perused Sebastian’s letter, and repeated the most im- 
pressive passages, until her anger vented itself in tears, 
“ Might I not have been more happy with Angerstein?” 
was her next question; conscience seemed to whisper that 
she had acted ungenerously by him, and deserved her pre- 
sent mortification; she felt convicted of romantic folly, in 
having rejected a man of sense, and one well received in 
society, for a stranger, an enthusiast, a character fascinating, 
but ambiguous. ‘The charge respecting Angerstein was, 
however, unnecessary; pride alone would be suflicient to 
make her shun him, since, for the world, she would not 
have afforded him the triamph of seeing her a neglected 
wife; fora triumph, she thought it would be to him. 

Virginia continued for some time absorbed in these re- 
flections, until she was roused by the return of Jane, who 
had been to the market-town to make a few purchases. 
*“ You had a pleasant walk, I dare say,” observed Virginia, 
carelessly.“ Oh! yes,’ma’am, a most delightful walk ; and, 
gracious nie! who do you think I met? I declare I was ne- 
ver so surprised in my life! Pray, ma’am, did you know he 
was down here?”’—* Of whom do you speak?” asked Vir- 
ginia, hastily checking an answer that would have betrayed 
consciousness.—‘‘ Mr. Angerstein, ma’am; he knew me 
directly, and seemed as much surprised as 1 was; he asked 
for you, and stared, when I told him where you lived, and 
then he enquired for my master.”—“ And what did you say?” 
asked Virginia, with breathless impatience.—“ Oh! he did 
not give me time to say much, for he rode on without wait- 
ing for an answer—IJ don’t suppose he cared much.” Vir- 
ginia felt relieved from a load of anxiety, and she imme- 
diately took the opportunity of cautioning Jane not to be 
too communicative, should she see Mr. Angerstein again, 
or any of the servants. Jane, though not well pleased with 
the restriction, promised obedience; and Virginia, having 
arranged her little purchases, retired to her apartment to 
write to her friend Miss Melcombe. 
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Having composed, in some degree, her agitated spirits 
by this occupation, she determined, as the evening was fine, 
to stroll round the park. After rambling about for near an 
hour, she seated herself on a rustic bench, and relapsed into 
thoughtfulness, when the sound of quick footsteps rather 
startled her; and, turning her head, she beheld a pretty little 
girl running across the path which led to the house. Vir- 
ginia, satisfied that she was going to one of the servants, 


would not have noticed her further, had she not perceived 


that the child was in tears, and imagining it was some mis- 
fortune, that she could repair, which occasioned her distress, 
she beckoned her to her. ‘‘ Whose little girl are you?” 
she asked in a tone of kindness, which encouraged the child 
to reply without embarrassment. ‘“ Dame Martin’s, please 
your ladyship.”—“ You was crying when I first saw you; 
what had happened, pray?” This question renewed the grief 
of the poor girl, and she sobbed out, “ Oh! my poor daddy!” 
“ What has happened to him, my dear?”—* He has broke 
his leg, please your ladyship, and I have been running to 
the great house, to ask my sister Susan, to ask the good 
lady for some linen for bandages.”—“ But Susan is deaf 
and dumb, child.”——“ Yes, she is; but then she is so clever 
with her fingers, that any body may understand her,”— 
“And do you not know who I am?”—“No!”—<I am 
Susan’s mistress.”— Please your ladyship, that cannot be 
true!”—“ Why not?”—“‘ Because Susan’s mistress is ever 
so much taller than you, and she has fine black eyebrows, 
and such beautiful eyes—I do not mean to say that your’s 
are not pretty, but they are quite different.”—* There must 
be some mistake,” said Virginia, a little perplexed; “how 
is the lady called?”—“I don’t know, I never heard her 
called any name; old Alice used to call her the Donna!”— 
“ But the lady you speak of does not live there now; that 
house is mine.”—*“‘ Gracious me, what shall I do then? It 
is not a week ago since the Donna came to our house; she 
was a very good friend to us, and perhaps we shall never 
see her again.” —“ My good girl,” said Virginia, “ go home, 
and make yourself casy; I will send such things to your 
VOL. IV.—=s. 1. Gg 
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father as he stands in need of ; and I will call on your mother, 
for I wish to have some talk with her.” ‘The girl dropped 
an humble courtesy, and stood as if waiting for further 
orders. “Come to me to-morrow morning,” said Virginia, 
“and I will have some things looked up ready for you; in 
the mean time take this to purchase whatever may be imme- 
diately necessary; and tell your mother, you have seen the 
real Donna!” The girl looked surprised ; for Virginia turned 
abruptly away, and, with hasty steps, pursued her way to 
the mansion. A train of painful, yet unconnected ideas 
had taken possession of her mind. She felt certain that she 
was on the point of making an unpleasant discovery, yet 
curiosity led her on, and she hoped, by learning the parti- 
culars which these simple people had to relate, to obtain a 
clue by which she might unravel the mystery attached to the 
conduct of Sebastian. 

( To be continued. ) 








THE EPIGRAM BY HATT, 


(See page 264 of the Number for November 


TRAVESTIED BY CAP. 


Says a head to a hat, 
What would you be at, 
In pressing me thus to vexation? 
Your lining is greasy, 
And sticks so uneasy, 
My forehead is all perspiration, 


Says the hat to the head, 
It cannot be said, 
I press with an ardour uncommon, 
Unless *tis—I own— 
On Chloe’s dear crown, 


Or some such a sweet pretty woman. 
Cap. 
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The Rose is budding: f 
But she shall bloom it] 
Ere we two meet agai 
He turn’d his Charger 
Upon the river shore, 
He gave his bridle rei 
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EPITOME OF PUBLIC AFFAIRS 


FOR NOVEMBER, 1816. 








MEetTINGs continue to be held in numerous districts, to 
express their feelings, to remonstrate, and petition for re- 
dress; a Reform in Parliament, a reduction of the taxes, 
and the abolition of all useless sinecures, places, and pen- 
sions. Within the last month, the most conspicuous of 
these was held in Spa fields, where 10,000 persons as- 
sembled, and were addressed by a Mr. Hunt, trom Bristol. 
Resolutions were entered into, and Mr. Hunt was requested 
to prepare a petition, and, with Sir rancis Burdett, to 
present it to the Prince Regent. When the meeting was 
dissolved, the people departed in the most orderly manner; 
but we are sorry to say, that, in the evening, some idle -per- 
sons proceeded to acts of violence, and broke the windows 
of a few bakers, and carried away loaves, and, in Clare- 
market, meat from the stalls; but nothing material occurred, 
and. they soon dispersed. 

Mr. Hunt waited on the Prince Regent at Carlton-House, 
but was not permitted to see his Royal Highness: he was 
informed, that the petition could not be received in any 
but the regular form, at the Secretary of State’s office. A 
meeting in Spa fields is to be held at the latter end of the 
month, 

Accounts have arrived of the death of his Serene High- 
ness Charles Lewis Frederick V. Duke of Mecklenburgh 
Strelitz; brother of the Queen, and father of the Duchess 
of Cumberland. His Serene Highness was born on the 10th 
October, 1741, and is sueceeded by his son, who was in 
Lngland two or three years since on a visit to her Majesty. 
By this event, pensions on the English and Irish establish- 
ments to the amount of £4000, have become extinct. The 
court-mourning, ordered for the King of Wirtembourg, is, 
in consequence, to be prolonged from one to two months. 
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The last Lottery, drawn on the 3lst October, ended 
with a loss of more than three guineas per ticket; the con- 
tractors, therefore, at the late bidding, did not offer more 
than £13 Is. 11d. per ticket, for 20,000 tickets; which was 
declined by Mr. Vansittart; who intimated, that, unless 
they would give £14, government would, in future, take 
the lotteries under their own management. A lottery of 
15,000 tickets was afterwards submitted to them; for which 
Messrs. Bish and Co, entered into a contract at about £15 
per ticket. 

The Paris papers contain the speech of the King of France 
at the opening of the session on the 4th November, which 
gives some general assurances and professions, but from 
which little is to be learned respecting the policy of the go~ 
vernment, or the condition of the country: the relation 
between France and foreign powers are said to be pacific; 
a pledge is given of maintaining the charter; and a promise 
of economy. 

In London, the city festival, in compliment to the Lord 
Mayor and Lord Mayor elect, who, on this occasion, were 
one and the same person, was more splendid and differently 
conducted than usual ; the procession, after going to West- 
minster, by water, instead of returning the same way, 
forsook their gaudy aquatic ¢ ces, and returned in 
their carriages to Guildhall, along’Parliament Street, White- . 
hall, the Strand, and Fleet Street. Besides the ordinary 
retinue, there were guards, and three persons (knights) 
@ cheval in complete armour; two in brass armours, and one 
in the steel armour worn by Henry V. The armours were 
polished, and had a very brilliant and martial appearance. 

Lord Byron has taken his departure from Italy to revisit 
the coasts of Albania; and thence his favourite scenes in 
Greece. The new poetic effusions of his Lordship, a Third 
Canto to Childe Harolde, and The Prisoners of Chillon, a 
tale, are to be published in a little time. For the former, 
£2,500 has been given by his lordship’s bookseller. 
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THE DRAMA, 


—— ee 


DRURY-LANE, 


Timon of Athens has been revived at this theatre with 
considerable splendour, and strict attention to costume— 
There are few characters depicted by our immortal bard, 
which interest us more powerfully, from the moment of his 
appearance to his exit, than ‘Timon, who is, indeed, com- 
pounded of qualities to challenge the love of his fellow 
beings. The Timon of Mr. Kean, notwithstanding some 
defects, is an exquisite piece of acting: in the early part 
of the piece indeed, he was rather deficient in dignity, and 
his manner, among the companions of his pleasures, was too 
cold and dry for the frank, noble, and warm-hearted 
Athenian; but, from the moment that he becomes apprised 
of his ruined fortunes, his performance left us nothing to 
to wish. ‘The inferior characters were well cast. 

On the 5th of November, a comedy, called the Guardians, 
was brought out at this theatre: it is ascribed to the late 
Mr. Tobin, but there are some sceptics on that head, and 
we confess ourselves among the number, for the piece is 
every way unworthy of the genius of the author of the 
Honey-moon. The plot is extremely meagre, the dialogue 
insipid, and the characters are miserable copies, whose 
originals may be found in several of our popular comedies, 
The dialogue is, however, free from coarseness or gram- 
matical faults. The performers exerted themselves to the 
utmost, particularly Rae, and Mrs. Davison. We are very 
glad to see the latter once more brought into active service ; 
she has lost nothing of the humour, vivacity, and unaflected 
naiveté, for which Miss Duncan was conspicuous. Poor 
Harley evidently laboured to make something of his part, 
but in vain, the author’s lead was too much for even his 
volatility. Mr. S. Penley is not without merit in some cha- 
racters, but we never wish to see him again in that of a 
man of fashion. E. C. H. 
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en 
COVENT-GARDEN. 

The revival of Coriolanus at this theatre, has given us the 
pleasure of witnessing once more the inimitab'e performance 
of Mr. Kemble: his excellence in this character is so gene- 
rally known, that it is only necessary to say, we never saw 
him play it better. 

We were truly sorry to see that charming actress, Miss 
O'Neill, in a character so utterly unsuitable to her years, 
her talents, and even her person, as Volumnia. Her coun- 
tenance, mild, pensive, and interesting, is totally devoid 
of that strongly marked expression which is, perhaps, indis- 
pensably necessary in the representative of such characters 
as Volumnia. Nature has given Miss O’Neill every requi- 
site to dissolve us in tears of pity for the woes of a Juliet, 
a Belvidera, or a Mrs. Haller; but she can only charm, her 
powers do not go the length of awing or astonishing her 
auditors. " 

On the 12th of November, a musical Drama, called the 
Slave, was represented for the first time at this theatre. Our 
limits will not allow us to enter fully into a detail of the 
plot of this piece, which possesses a good deal of interest, 
but is much too long. It appears to have been written for 
the purpose of displaying the powers of Mr. Macready to 
advantage, and he was much and deservedly applauded in 
the character of the hero Gambia. In pourtraying the vio- 
lence of passion, he would be eminently successful, were it 
not for an occasional monotony, which a little attention will 
enable him to correct. In the pathetie scenes, he displayed 
sound judgment and considerable feeling. As we cannot 
fairly try this piece by the rules of the legitimate drama, it 
would be unjust to criticise on the improbability of some of 
the incidents ; suffice it to say, that the serious part of the 
language is good, and some of the situations interesting. 
The music does great credit to Mr. Bishop, particularly 
the opening glee by Miss Carew and others, and Zelinda’s 
songs of “ Living Echo,” and “Sons of Freedom,” which 
Miss Stephens sung delightfully. She received much applause, 
and her acting as well as her singing deserved it. ‘The piece 
was altogether very well cast. K. C. H. 
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THE 


MIRROR OF FASHION 


FOR DECEMBER, 1816. 


EVENING DRESS, FOR THE OPERA, THEATRE, &c. 

Tus dress has been considered by the fashionable world as 
singularly elegant, and highly attractive. It consists of the Rox- 
burgh mantle, made of a rich and beautiful curled white silk, 
producing an efiect almost enchanting. Nothing has certainly 
ever been introduced for mantles equal to it, and if worn by a 
fascinating lady, a grandeur and importance is given to her figure 
quite surprising. 

The mantle made of this material, we can with propriety re- 
commend, as being the most unique thing in the ingenuity of weav- 
ing. The trimming on the mantle is a tamboured silk, lace, and 
satin, ornamented at the top, at regular distances, with a hand- 
some rich trimming of satin. The full dress worn with this mantle 
is made of thin India muslin, flounced with rich lace, and satin 
tucks, and the shoulders and bust somewhat exposed. 

The cap is of net and satin, ornamented with flowers in front; 
with respect to its form, &c. we cannot do better than refer our 
readers to the print, which will at once explain the taste and no- 
velty of the invention. White kid gloves and shoes. 


PAMELA WALKING DRESS. 

The Pamela pelisse is composed of a supertine pompadour pur- 
ple cloth; the back is made plain, the skirt full, the sleeve full 
towards the top, but tighter to the wrist. The collir is made 
round in front, and stands high behind. The trimming in the 
pelisse is composed of fur and satin; by no means so expensive as 
the trimming so long in use, more durable and assuredly more ef- 
fective. The bonnet is something in the French style, though 
certainly not so outré: it is made of the black curled silk, the 
trimming of which corresponds with the trimming on the pelisse. 
Boots and gloves to suit. 

The above dresses were invented by, and may be procured of, 
Mrs. Bell, Charlotte Street, Bedford Square, 
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COSTUMES PARISIENNES. 

‘Tne promenade dréss, or gown, is made full in the skirt, and so 
long as only to shew the foot, ornamented, sometimes, with twenty 
tucks, and trimmed at bottom with a single flounce ; the body cut 
low round the bust, and made to the shape; the back a moderate 
breadth, made of muslin, plaited on each side, and crossed at the 
bottom of the waist; the fronts sloping down on each side of the 
bosom, and just meeting before. ‘The waists are Grecian. Long 
and short sleeves are worn; the long sleeve is drawn close to the 
wrist by two or three gaugings, placed assunder, and finished by 
a narrow frill of lace or work. A muslin tulle fichu, like a habit- 
shirt, made full in front, with a row of letting-in lace on each 
shoulder, is worn with the above. These dresses are made of 
white, and worn with square shawls, of Cashmere, or of French 
manufacture, in scarlet, royal purple, orange, lavender, and dark 
green; with very rich borders. 

The morning, or half-dress, is worn as before described in this 
work, in the chemisselte form, and made of English coloured mus- 
lins, ‘The skirt is trimmed round the bottom with cither two or 
three narrow flounces, put on fall. They are sometimes made 
open in front; and the cambric slip underneath is trimmed either 
with work, or lace, round the bottom; the body is made high, with 
a small standing collar, rounded before so as to leave the neck 
exposed. The back is made full, but the front is plain over the 
bust, full at the bottom of the waist, and confined by a band. 

The dinner-dress is in the same form as the promenade, except 
that the body and sleeves are plaited to agree with the bottom of 
the dress: the plaits are small, and placed very thick across the 
body and sleeves; and without other trimming. These dresses are 
made of muslin. 

The full dress is made of white satin, trimmed with two or three 
narrow pipings of byas velvet round the bust and bottom of the 
train, with a short full sleeve, made of three pieces of satin, 
each edged with pipings to correspond, and tastefully fastened 
with a brilliant buckle, or clasp in front. 

The hair is still worn high; and the present taste is in a style 
half Roman and half Chinese, 

The hats, bonnets, capotes, and tocques, ornamented with feathers 
or flowers, are made of the same materials, and nearly in the same 
forms, except that they are not quite so high, as before described 
in this work ; and frequently ornamented with sprigs of rubies, 
diamonds, pearls, and coral, for full dress, 
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THE 


APOLLONIAN WREATH. 


oe 


MARRIAGE. 


TO A FRIEND RECENTLY UNITED TO THE OBJECT OF HER 
AFFECTION. 
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PART I, 





Coquettis airs now laid aside,' 
Mira appears a willing bride ; 
Distributes cake with lib’ral hand, 


And in her mansion takes command, 
: 


oe enn ie nll ita ay 


Proudly surveys her wedding ring, 
And trusts each day new bliss will bring. 
Fairest! I would not check thy joy, 

Nor one illusive dream destroy ; 

But ’tis the office of a friend 

To mark the cares which must attend 
The wedded dame, though eager hope 
To ardent fancy gives full scope, 
Depicting prospects ever gay, 

The sunshine of an April day; 

For know, dear Mira, I can prove i 
Clouds may o’ercast the hours of love, 
And wedlock’s duties oft assume 

A tint that deepens into gloom. 

Be wise, nor trust the fickle gleam, 
Nor risk your bark on folly’s stream; 
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Though youth and beauty still are your’s, 
Not these alone your pow’r secures ; 
The breath of slander soon may raise 
A storm to darken all your days. 

If soft indulgence kindly shown 

To ev'ry want and wish made known, 
Prolongs your sway, ah! then beware 
How you abuse such gen’rous care 

By vain caprice, or idle pride, 

Still craving, never satisfied. 

Such childish folly will disgust, 
Creating discord and mistrust. 
Whatever fendness you may fecl, 
Unseemly tenderness conceal, 

Lest vulgar scofiers make a jest, 

And deem you wanton at the best. 
Kind and attentive always prove, 

And none will ever doubt your love ; 
To please, not satiate, be your aim, 
Then Hymen’s torch with steady flame, 
Will ceaseless burn, a radiant light, 
Shedding inefiavle delight! 
And should the partner of your heart 
From rectitude’s strict forms depart 

In idle hour, with prudent care 
Conceal his shame, nor let despair 
O’ereast your brow, with vengeful ire, 
For opposition whets desire ; 

While meek endurance, gentle wiles, 
Tender remonstrance, winning smiles, 
Decks virtue in such tempting charms 
As lures the rover to your arms, 

No more to fix a thorn within that breast 
Where love and confidence so sweetly rest. 


( To be continued, ) 
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TO— . 


Wuen pale-cyed moonlight’s pensive ray 
Shines faintly through the hawthorn shade, 
I gladly saun the glare of day, 

‘To woo the haunts for sorrow made, 


But, canst thou tell why thus I leave 
‘The giddy throng to wander there, 
And, broken-hearted, love to weave 
A chaplet round the brow of care? 


Tis that, in ev'ry breeze that sighs, 
‘Thy well-known voice I seem_to hear ; 
And as the mournful cadence dies, 

I fondly dream that thou art near. 


Oh! would some seraph pow'r pro} 
‘To life’s extremest verge the strain, 
That e’en in death thy syren song 

Might soothe me back to life again. 


The mellow tint of ev’ning’s ray 

That glimmers o’er the yellow lea, 
When day’s broad shadows fade away, 
In sweetness most resembles thee, 


For like those tints thy beauties shine, 
In modest simple guise attir’d, 
Array’d by Nature’s hand divine, 

By all belov’d—by all admir’d. 


How gladly would I steal thy heart, 
That ev’ry virtue I might share, 
And to this aching breast impart 
The excellence that revels there. 


But vain the wish! thy matchless soul, 
Where love and friendship seem to shine, 
Each soaring feeling may controul, 

But ah! it never can be mine. 
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STANZAS. 


On! blest retreat, as thus at close of day 
Thy sacred shades in silence I explore, 
With what sensations do I now survey 
Thy desolated haunts and tow’rs once more! 


Though round this mould'ring pile the ivy creeps, 
Still do these walls their magic pow’r retain, 
And pensive mem’ry pauses as she weeps, 
To hear their well-known echoes wak’d again. 


’T was here my careless footsteps lov’d to tread 
In the warm glow of childhood’s happier years ; 
And still, though many a tedious year is fled, 
How fond remem’brance ev’ry scene endears! 


Oh, short-liv’d dream of bliss! alas! I part 
Ere long, for ever, from these prospects fair ; 
But the warm sigh that struggles at my heart 
Has kindly stampt each much-lov’d image there! 
Thornbury Castle, L. H. C, 
July 24th, 1815. 


 eeemeeneneel 
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SONNET, 


THERE is a pleasing sympathy of soul— 
It may be friendship, or perchance ’tis love— 
No absence can its influence controul, 
' Nor lapse of ages can its force remove. 


This spark is kindled with our earliest years, 
Grows with our youth, increases with our prime, 

Beams bright, and sparkles ’mid a thousand tears, 
Mocking the changes of devouring time. 





Sure ’tis a pledge of future bliss :—a ray, 
Streaming propitious, of a brighter day, 
When angels shall proclaim that time’s no more: 
Oh, source of lasting joy! mayhap ’tis given, 
To shew how kindred spirits mix in heaven— 
Nor cease to hold communion evermore. LORENZO: 
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TO AN OLD MUSICAL INSTRUMENT. 


WHILE some, of their fictitious lyres, 
A mournful farewell take, ’ 
Deep tones of sorrow from thy wires, 
My trembling fingers wake ; 
What though thy tones were wild and rude, 
Yet oft they pleas'd mine ear, 
They charm’d my hours of solitude, 
And sweeten'd ev'ry tear! 
Partner of many a lonely hour, 
And soother of its pain, 
Farewell !——thy soft consoling pow’r 
May never charm again ! 
Then fare thee well! for we must part,— 
A lighter hand, a gayer heart, 
May wakc thy notes with better skjll ;— 
With more of music’s melting art, 
A sadder never will! Ora. 
Thule, March, 1816. 


SONNET. 

















Ir is a beam that gilds my saddest hour, : 
To think that I, though titled at the best 
A lowly minstrel in the muses’ bow’r, 
Have sometimes sweetly sooth’d to placid rest 
The tears of suff’ring virtue with my song— 
Nor thou, my sister-spirit! let the strain 
Thy viewless harp hath pour’d mysterious long, 
Rejoice thee less—we have not sung in vain, 
Nor dreamt an idle dream—for there is one 
In this wide world, whose almost broken heart, 
Greeting our lays with pious benison, 
Hath treasur’d them in mem’ry’s dearest part ; 
And for the simple solace they have giv’n 

Doth breathe in nightly pray’rs our blended names to heav’n. 
VOL. 1V.—l. 8. Hh 
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REFLECTIONS. 


I see the setting sun depart 
With weeping eyes and aching heart ; 
For what though night, and gath’ring cloud, 
Obscure the world with sable shroud, 
Perhaps the pale moon’s placid beam 
In silent pomp hath risen, 
Or some lone star with friendly gleam 
May gild the face of heaven ; 
And soon the orient sun shall rise, 
And cheer again the drooping skies. 


































The redd’ning streaks of rosy light 
Dispel the fearful shades of night, 
And nature, smiling with the dawn, 
Shall greet again the blush of morn ; 
But vain for me the shadows roll 
From outward forms away— 
There sits a darkness on my soul, 
A night that knows no day ! 
No moon is glimm’ring from afar, 
No morning sun, nor ev’ning star. 
The waves that curl in summer’s breeze 
Perhaps the northern blast may freeze, 
And nodding grove, and fragrant bow’r 
Look cheerless all in wintry hour : 
But soon shall wake the jocund spring, 
And summer’s balmy breath 
Rejoice again the zephyr’s wing, 
And chace the gloom of death ; 
And grove, and bower, and rippling tele, 
Shall wear again their looks of pride. 


But vain for me the radiant blaze 

Of sparkling streams and sunny days, 
The vernal bloom of scented bowers, 
Of painted meads and op’ning flowers: 
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To me no joyous spring returns, 
No summer's genial gale ; 
In frozen death my bosom mourns, 
A dark and desert vale! 
Some with’ring spell with strange controul 
Hath flung its magic on my soul. 


Alas! that nature’s self should teach 

The virtue that I cannot reach! 

A glad succession follows still 

To ev'ry storm and ev’ry ill; 

The sun resumes his lofty sway, 
The wintry clouds retire, 

And night by night, and day by day 
Revolving years expire— 

There is a change in all I see, 

But ah! no change is wrought in me. 

























Oh! when shall dawn that holy light 
May cheer my long and starless night ? 
Or when the summer-breezes blow 
To melt my bosom’s waste of snow? 
Cold, cold is ev’ry feeling there, 
In earthly bondage bound ; 
Oh! when shall penitence and prayer 
Bedew the sterile ground— 
Oh! when these icy chains be riven, 
And all my soul get loose to heaven? 





—_ | 
SONNET. 


Ir in that sleep, which wakens with the mor, 
There be such balmy blessing and repose, 
That even they, the friendless and forlorn, 
Are lull’d to sweet oblivion of their woes ; 
The voice of mem’ry hush’d within the breast, 
And sorrow so rebuk’d, ’twould almost seem 
That eyes so softly seal’d in placid rest 
Could shed no tear, nor open but to beam 
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With joy oh! if to slumber through the night, 
On tranquil couch the weary limbs to stretch, 

And weeping wake with the return of light, 

May solace thus the poor despairing wretch 

That living pines upon this mortal shore— 

How enviable they, that sleep to wake no more! 





NOTES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


WE have received a note from J. G. 0. in which the writer asks, with 
great simplicity—* Is the following to the purpose !— 
That Oscar’s Ode is all his own, 
His readers surely may rely on; 
As that same Ode, it must be known, 
Was merely written by Lord Byron.” 

Now we can only assure this correspondent that the above lines, un- 
fortunately for him, are nothing at ali to the purpose ; except to convince 
us that he is one of those many individuals, who, in their great zeal to 
detect and blazon the faults of others, never take the trouble to enquire, 
or even think, whether their assertions are founded in truth or error. We 
are requested to state, that the Ode which we inserted in our last Nun- 
ber, was written by the grvvienen whose signature it bears, and was sent 
many months back to the Morning Chronicle ; from whence it was ele- 
vated, by a flattering mistake, and utterly without the knowledge of the 
real author, into a collection of poems said to be;written by Lord Byron. 
if J,G. 0. had been at all disposed to act with common candour, he might 
easily have known that the pubtieation here alluded to, was altogether a 
spurious one; and that the Ode he has thought proper so ungraciously to 
call in question, has never appeared in any authorised edition of the 
Noble Lord’s works. For a proof of this, we refer him to that published 
by Murray; and are only sorry that any one of our readers should, for a 
moment, impute to a correspondent like Oscar, a plagiarism, whose very 
folly might have prompted a far less generous accuser, even than J.G. O, 

, to enquire at least a little further before he had made, in such unquali- 
fied terms, so false and injurious a charge. 

Our objection remains unaltered as to his former contribution. 

The Pedestrian, Tale the 4th, is received, and shall certainly appear in 
our next.—Mr. Finn and Mrs. T. have our thanks for their supply of copy. 

The lines dedicated to Mr. Hatt by a Young Lady, shall certainly ap- ° 
pear in our next; and from the specimen thus given us, we hope it is not 
the only contribution we sball receive from the same quarter. 

The favours of Mr. Hatt shall meet with early attention. 

We shall be happy to hear again from Octavia, and we extend the same 
invitation to L.H.C, Alphonso, and some other of our old correspondents, 
whose signatures we have long missed. 

We feel great pleasure in announcing to our Readers, that the POEMS 
by Miss CAMPBELL, are now ready for delivery, and will be duly for- 
warded to the respective Subscribers without further delay ; such Ladies 
and Gentlemen, therefore, as have not yet informed us where their copies 
are to be sent, will much oblige us b ouring us with their directions 
as carly as possible. 
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